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One 


Author's Notes: 
It isn't nice. 


| heard the clunking sound of the dryer, even though there wasn't anything in there that should be making 
that sound. I+ sounded like there were fucking shoes in the dryer. | shifted from one foot to the other, glancing 
out the window for the cops. They were after me. | had to go. Those clothes had been drying forever and if 
we had a halfway decent dryer they'd be dry already, damn it. 


| yanked open the door, and all the clothes stopped tumbling and fell to the bottom. | reached in for my jeans 
and t-shirt and socks, and everything was still kind of damp. Fuck. But it didn't matter, | had to go. | pulled the 
clothes on, shivering from the damp and cold, and | got the hell out of Dodge. 


| felt like I'd been walking for hours, hitchhiking. Not surprisingly no one was picking me up. They probably 
thought | was a psycho killer or something. Whoever picked me up would probably be the psycho killer and 
they'd find my rotting body in the woods in a few years. 


The light was fading. I'd walk all through the night if | had to, I'd walk all the way to California if | had to. | 
wasn't going back, not to my stupid house or town or any of it. My parents kicked me out anyway, well my dad 
did. Did my mother ever stick up for me? Of course not. | was kicked out just because my hair wasn't short 
like | was in the military or like | was some Nazi skin head. It wasn't that long. This wasn't 1955. It was freaking 


1119. Hadn't my dad ever heard of hippies and shit? 


| didn't care. | didn't want to stay there. I'd been beaten enough for one lifetime. Hitchhiking and living on the 
streets with no money couldn't be worse. In the dim light | saw a white van pull over, and | ran over to it, 
seeing some writing on the side. Air conditioning repair. Great. | didn't care. | just hoped the guy didn't try and 
kill me. 


"Hi," the guy said as | climbed up into the passenger seat. It was warm in here, and | rubbed my hands 
together. All my muscles ached from all that walking. 


"Hi," | said, feeling on edge but trying to get over it. | was leaving that place and it meant risking shit, it meant 
taking chances. | wasn't so protected where | lived, or used to live, so what did it matter? It didn't matter, not 


at all. 


"Where ya going?" he said. The guy looked like he was around 30, and he wore a hat low over his eyes. | didn't 
feel like he was going to kill me or anything, and | relaxed a little. 


"| don't know, wherever," 


‘lm going to St. Louis, that okay with you?" he said, and | watched him shift the van up a gear. | listened to 
the sound of the heater, this whoosh sound that filled my ears. 


"Yeah, fine," | said, settling back into the seat. Now that | wasn't walking out in the chill damp weather | started 
to feel tired. 


"Good," he said, and turned his attention back to the road. | was glad he wasn't quizzing me, asking where | was 
going and why and how old | was and all that shit. | just wanted to shut my eyes, | didn't want to give someone 
my goddamn autobiography. 


| dozed off and on. Sometimes | watched the windshield wipers go back and forth across the glass, making 
these long streaks that would fade before they'd come back and make them again. | listened to the country 
songs the guy had on the radio, trying not to gag. Country. I'd rather listen to Aerosmith or AC/DC or Queen 
Elton John. Good shit. But whatever. | was too tired to care, and then | fell asleep for real. 


"Hey, kid," Someone was shaking me, and | pulled away. | tensed every muscle like | was about to get hit, but 


they just kept shaking me. 


"Huh, what?" | said, opening my eyes, seeing darkness and glowing dashboard lights. It all came back to me in 


little bits, the cops threatening me with jail for shit | didn't even do, and my dad bitching about my stupid hair, 


and my mom not saying anything, just watching from the kitchen like she always did. 


"| got a hotel room. You can crash there if you want," It was the air conditioning repair guy. | had a twinge of 
a thought that it might not be a good idea, but sleeping in a room instead of a car or outside sounded like a 
good idea. 


"Okay, thanks," | said, climbing out of the van and following him to the room. 


| hadn't been in a hotel room before, but it looked like they did on TV. There was one bed and a closet and two 


windows with these ugly ass curtains, and a huge air conditioning unit that was silent now. 


"You want the bed?" the guy said, and | glanced at it, wanting to sleep in it, but | shook my head. It wouldn't be 


fair. 


"No, you have it. I'll be fine on the floor," | said, kicking my shoes off. He tossed me one of the pillows and one 
of the blankets and | curled up on the floor and fell asleep. 


| woke up because | felt something, but it wasn't someone shaking me. When | went to sleep | had the blanket 
wrapped up around me but now it was gone and | felt cold. It was still dark in this room, the only light coming 


from under the door and around the curtains. 


What | felt was someone tugging my jeans down. | hadn't felt them undoing the button and pulling the zipper 

down, | must have slept through that. | felt the cool air of the room against my skin as my jeans were pulled 
down and off. What the fuck? | was too tired to make sense of this at first, and forgot where the hell | was. | 
tried to move but someone held me down while they yanked off my boxer shorts, and it all slammed back into 


me. Hitchhiking. Air conditioner repair guy. Hotel room. 


"Hey!" | said, twisting underneath him, my eyes adjusting to the light. | could just barely make out his face. His 
eyes were shut as he groped at me, as he leaned into my hair and actually inhaled. | felt adrenaline and anger 
and fear all collide in the pit of my stomach and | struggled to get up, to get his weight off of me, to turn 
around so | wasn't laying on my stomach. He didn't say anything, he just kept at me, crushing me, | couldn't get 
up as he pushed my legs apart. 


| didn't bring anything with me, not even one change of clothes or anything. | left my house with just the 
clothes on my back. When my dad would beat me really bad, not just a lick or a punch or something but really 
bad, I'd go someplace else in my mind. | could still feel things, you know, I'd feel the way the belt crashed down 
on my back and shoulders and the backs of my legs, but | also didn’t feel it. I'd looked that shit up in the 
library when | didn't want to go to school because it bored the shit out of me. It was a form of autohypnosis. 


Yogis and shit did it, and apparently abused to fuck kids could, too. 


If I'd brought stuff, if only. | could see the bag | should have brought with me within arms reach. I'd reach 
over to it and grab the straight razor I'd brought and hold it up to this guy's throat. He'd feel the cold steel 
of that razor and he'd get up off me and I'd stand up, pull my clothes back on and before he knew what 


fucking hit him I'd have that razor up to his throat again. 


"Don't touch me! Don't think about touching me!" I'd say, glaring at him, and he'd be all scared and nod and 
want to get away from me. It would take all | had inside of me to not slit this guy's throat. | could see it, | 
could feel the steel handle of that straight razor in my fist, | could feel the way my jeans felt snug against 
my waist. | could see the wood of the door behind him, | saw his hat tossed to the floor. 


Maybe these hypnotic images didn't fall apart for the yogis. | didn't know. But it came crashing apart for me, 
all the images flying apart like shards of glass from a broken window, and | screamed because of all the pain, 
searing and tearing and burning, like being beaten on the inside. 


Two 


| went someplace else again in my head, the pain just like background noise. | saw these flashes of nice nature 
scenes, forests with green shade, ocean waves crashing on rocks. Pool halls with smoke getting torn apart by 
ceiling fans. | could see the lights that hung over the pool tables, the way they made a little spotlight in the 


center of the tables on the green felt. It didn't matter where | went, as long as it was someplace else. 


It took a little while to come back to myself, and when | did | was curled up and shaking and making this little 
moaning noise, but | wasn't crying. It took a little while for me to realize that the guy wasn't here anymore, or 
at least he wasn't trapping me beneath him. 


| grabbed my clothes and pulled them on fast, and looked around like a wild animal trying to see in all the 
corners of the room at once, looking for him. | didn't see him. | got the hell out of there. 


| ended up in a diner sipping coffee in a booth, trying to think of what | was going to do next. | couldn't just go 
to California with nothing like this. I'd have to go back to Indiana. Let the cops there get me. What did it 


matter? 


| sat in that diner for awhile, just staring off, my knees pulled up to my chest on the bench seat because that 
was the most comfortable position | closed my eyes sometimes, fighting the tired, wrapped up in cotton 
feeling. | felt drugged, and it had something to do with being hurt. After getting beaten at home I'd feel this 
way, there were these natural painkillers your body released, endorphins or something. | didn't want to feel 
that, | didn't want to feel anything. | opened my eyes and finished my coffee and figured I'd have to use the 


rest of my money on a bus ticket home. 


| paid for the ticket, speaking to other people as little as possible. | didn't want to talk to anyone or look at 
anyone. | slumped down in my seat next to the window, feeling like more of a failure as each mile went by, 


taking me closer to that godforsaken place. 


It didn't matter. | just had to go back for now, get some shit, maybe convince Gina to go with me. Gina was the 
girl | was seeing on and off, but she had a car and maybe she'd agree to take off to LA. with me. At least 
then | wouldn't have to hitchhike. 


My hair kept falling in my eyes, it was so straight and getting long and I'd flip it out but it just fell right back. 
| wanted a bandana or something to tie it back with. Maybe my fucking father was right and | should cut it, 
and get some shit factory job out there making nothing a fucking hour and die there. That might be a good 
idea. Fuck that. Fuck everyone in goddamn Lafayette, fuck the cops, fuck that air conditioner repair guy. The 


closer | got to home the angrier | got. 


I'd be on this stupid bus for over four hours. Each pothole and jolt of the bus hurt me, | felt hurt, and that 
pissed me off. How dare that fucking guy? | guessed | should have fucking known, didn't | know the world was 
like that? | should have had something with me so | could protect myself. I'd know better now. 


| fell asleep as the bus lurched along its way back to Indiana. | dreamt of faceless people grabbing me, tearing 
at me, holding me down. | struggled but couldn't get away and when | woke up | thought | was in that hotel 
room, the only light coming from around the curtains and the crack under the door. | could feel that guy's 
breath on the back of my neck and | jerked myself fully awake, blinking stupidly at the window and the scenery 
that was flying by out the window. 


It was late when the bus pulled into Lafayette, and | narrowed my eyes at the familiar bus station, the 
familiar everything. | stood up and went down the aisle, touching the backs of the seats as | went. 


| had to look out for the goddamn cops here. As | walked to Gina's house | didn't see any of them. They could 
sneak up on you, though. | really didn't want to spend the night in jail, locked up like a stray dog. | didn't think | 
could take it right now. If | saw a cop car I'd hide behind a building or something. 


| knocked on her door, hoping she'd just answer it and not her parents. | hung my head down, feeling so tired, 


so..something. 

"Bill," she said, and | looked up, so grateful that she answered the door | felt like crying. 

"Hi, Gina. Can | come in?" 

"Yeah, sure," she said, opening the door wide, standing aside so | could come in | kind of stood awkwardly in her 

kitchen, not knowing what to do. | blinked back tears and then brushed them away, feeling stupid, feeling angry. | 
felt Gina looking at me with puzzled sympathy. She knew something was up. 

"Are, uh, are you okay?" she said, and | glanced at her fast and then looked away. There were no words to tell 


her. | stiffened as she put her arms around me, but | let her hug me, and | closed my eyes, leaning my head 


against her shoulder. 


Three 


| took a deep shuddery breath and stepped away from Gina. | could feel her looking at me as | looked out the 
window into the darkness. | couldn't see it but | knew Lafayette was out there. It didn't matter. I'd leave. I'd 
leave soon enough. 

"Do you want to go to LA. with me?" | said, just blurting it out. | looked at her sideways, her cute face, her 
short curly blond hair. | flipped my hair out of my eyes. | wanted it to get long but it was starting to annoy 
me. But | wouldn't have that short hair and stay here and be like everyone else, shoved into their boxes. 


"LA2" she said, tracing a pattern on the floor with the toe of her sneaker. 


"Yeah, LA. | can't stay here, | hate it here. The cops are always after me, my dad.." | didn't have to finish that. 
She knew what my dad was like. 


"Yeah, Bill, I'm still in school..| don't know. LA. is so far," She kept looking down and | could see the blue eye 
shadow on her eyelids, the blush on her cheeks, the lipstick Her lips were shiny and red. 


I'd convince her sooner or later. | felt this coldness in the pit of my stomach thinking about staying here. | 
could hitchhike again if | brought a fucking knife. | stepped toward her, cupped her face in my hands, and kissed 
her. | felt her hands go up to my shoulders and start to trail down my back | felt my muscles starting to 
tense. Really? This was Gina, my girlfriend, a girl. She couldn't hurt me. 

| broke the kiss and looked at her, my eyes half shut. | touched her hair. 

"Let's go out somewhere," | said. 


"Its late, I've got school tomorrow...” 


‘Jesus, Gina! School, school, school! How long are you going to be their little slave!" | was suddenly so angry 


with her, angry enough to hit her. | held my fists rigidly at my sides. 
She looked at me with hurt slowly filling her eyes, but she was going to stand her ground. 


"Yeah, school! Not everyone is like you, Bill | can't just up and leave everything and everyone and go to LA! 


And to do what? Starve?" 
I'd rather starve than stay here," | said, meaning Lafayette. Maybe | meant her house, too. | took off. 
| headed for Jeff's house, the only place | could think to go. 


Jeff Isbell was the coolest person | knew. He dressed the coolest, he looked the coolest, he was quiet in a way 


that was, | didn't know. The opposite of me, | guessed. My mouth always got me into trouble. 
"Hey," he said, his eyes covered by his black hair. 
"Hey," | stood on his porch for a moment while he stood in the doorway. 


"Where ya been?" he said, standing aside to let me in. | came into his kitchen, all nice and full of decorations 


and knickknacks and shit. 

"hitchhiking," | said, following him up to his room. 
| sat on his bed while he rolled a joint. 

"Oh, yeah? How far did you get?" 


"St. Louis," | said, even the name of the city having dark connotations now. | closed my eyes and saw the 
hallway that lead to the hotel room. | saw the way the rug looked in the room, and | remembered how it felt, 
scratchy against my skin 


Cool," he said, lighting the joint and then handing it to me. | inhaled, feeling the cloying dark smoke fill my lungs. 
| heard my dad accusing me of doing drugs years before | ever even saw them. Maybe he'd be happy now. | 


was living up to his worst expectations. 


We smoked it and | felt it hit me. | liked pot better if | wasn't drinking, and | was usually drinking when | smoked 
it. But this time, | didn't know. | shifted my weight, feeling uncomfortable. I'd had a kind of numbness since | left 
St. Louis but the pot lifted that and | could feel this deep, dull ache everywhere. Wherever | closed my eyes | 


saw that hotel room. 


Jeff didn't notice anything, he was off in his own high little world, listening to the records that were spinning 
on his old as shit record player. What would he notice, anyway? | wasn't doing anything. But | was feeling like | 
could feel every injury, everything that happened to me and it hadn't even begun to heal. | wanted to just curl 
up and go to sleep. 


"Man, I'm exhausted from that..trip. I'm gonna go to sleep," | told him, watching him nod through the smoke, 
and | imagined | could see the notes of the music behind his head. | turned away from him and curled into 


myself, drifting off to sleep while | was still high. 


"Hey, hey, wake up!" | pulled away from the rough hands that were grabbing at me and felt frantically at 
myself to make sure my clothes were still on | felt the reassuring roughness of the denim and | felt the 
waistband snug around my waist. | fully expected to see the hotel room, the rough rug under my cheek, the 
rough hands tearing at me, the violation of being trapped, trapped... 


"Bill, Jesus, what's wrong?" | sat up with a gasp, breathing fast, unable to catch my breath. The room, the 
placement of the furniture, the light coming in the window, none of it made any sense. How did the hotel room 
come to look like this? 


"Jeff?" Seeing Jeff made it clear to me. | was in his room. 
"Yeah, it's me. What the fuck is wrong with you?" 


"Nothing," | said, wondering what | did or said in my sleep. 


Four 


| was awake now and | could taste the smoke from the pot on my tongue, my whole mouth was dry. It was 
light out, gray light pressing against his window. | sat up, pulled my knees to my chest. | still felt the ache deep 
inside from that situation From getting fucked. | was always blunt in my own head, and usually when | talked to 
people, but now | felt like | was keeping this a secret. 


| didn't like secrets. 


| lit a cigarette, feeling the shakiness, the fine tremors in my hands. Maybe Jeff wouldn't notice. He didn't seem 
to be paying that much attention to me despite the fact that he had to shake me awake because | was yelling 


or thrashing around or whatever | was doing. 


‘Izzy, listen," | said, and he glanced at me, lighting up a cigarette of his own. | watched him. He squinted against 
the smoke and shook the match and dropped it into the ashtray. 


"Something happened to me when | hitchhiked to St. Louis," | said, looking into the corner of his room. | wanted 
to dissolve into that corner, sink into the place where the walls and the floor met. | felt almost like it was my 
fault, what happened. It happened because | was hitchhiking, because | didn't have anything with me to protect 
myself, because | was weak. Whatever. | felt like it was my fault the same way | felt it was my fault my 


father beat me. 


| could feel Jeff looking at me, and my cheeks got red. Was | really going to tell him this? | looked out the 


window again, seeing the edge of the lawn at the edge of the window. 


"What happened?" he said, his voice quiet. Fuck this, fuck secrets. Lies and secrets made shit worse, it made all 


this corruption and covering up shit and all the violence, it made it almost okay. 

"| got a ride from this guy, this air condition repair guy in a white van, and he said | could crash at his hotel. 
So | did, and it was fine, nothing was going on, and | went to sleep on the floor..and when | woke up he was 
trying to fuck me," 

Izzy was staring at me. 

"Jesus, Bill." he said. 

"And he didn't just try. He held me down, | couldn't, | couldn't get up or get away..and he raped me," 


He was just looking at me, the cigarette forgotten between his fingers. It was turning to ash. 


"| keep seeing it and feeling it, and when | fall asleep | dream about it, its like its still happening. | thought | was 
in that fucking hotel room when | woke up here," 


| took a shudder y breath and looked everywhere around this room but at Izzy. 


"Are you okay?" he said in this serious, quiet tone of voice that | had never heard him use before. | shook my 


head, suddenly unable to speak | saw the red of my hair as it fell in front of my eyes. 


My voice was all | had, my voice and words and | had to find a way out of this pain somehow. But | felt silent, 
| felt the lump in my throat that prevented me from speaking. | made a low moaning sound, trying to get 
words out. I'd tell Izzy all of it. 


"No, I'm not okay. This shit happens to girls, not..not that it's okay if it happens to girls but..guys are supposed 
to be stronger and able to protect themselves..so what the fuck? Was this guy gay or did he think | was 
enough like a girl to fuck? It hurt so much, Izzy, like..| couldn't get away..| just." That was it, | couldn't talk 
anymore. that lump in my throat was back and | felt it again, being held down and being torn apart. | felt worse 
now that Izzy knew, like he'd think shit even though | knew he wouldn't. Maybe | could have forgotten all about 


it if | hadn't made it real by telling someone else. 


| knew there were people who this shit didn't happen to. | knew there were people who weren't beaten almost 
every day by their parents, | knew there were tons of people who could hitchhike all over the goddamn 
country and nothing bad would happen to them. People were always trying to hurt me, trying to tear away at 
the deepest parts of me and drag me down and make me feel small and worthless and used. And all of them 
didn't want me to say a word, like my fucking father, he didn't want anyone to know that he beat us when he 


was supposed to be this religious preacher and everything, 
"| don't know what to say," he said, remembering his cigarette and smoking what was left of it. 


"Yeah," | said. What did you say to fucked up shit like that? 


Nothing Here 


The hot spray of the shower hit me, and | closed my eyes and let it. | was at my house because no one was 
home. Dad was at work, my mom was wherever, Amy and Stuart were in school. I'd take off before any of 


them got back. | just wanted to stay in this shower for a little bit longer. 


| could have stayed in all afternoon, for hours and hours, but the hot water started to give out. | twisted the 


nob and turned it off. 


| didn't have much time. | was smoking a cigarette at the kitchen table, my hair dripping wet and soaking my 
shirt. Fuck this. Fuck this place, fuck that guy, the air condition repair guy, fuck that. Who cared about that? 
Maybe it happened once, but it wouldn't happen again. 


| packed a bag this time full of clothes and little snacks and shit. | went in the bathroom to grab my 
toothbrush and then | saw my dad's straight razor. I'd bring that this time. No one else would fuck with me. 


| headed over to Gina's house and | knew that this time | could convince her to leave with me. 


"Bill," she said in this whiny way | didn't like. We were in her room, and | picked at the little tassels on her 
bedspread. 


"What, Gina? Jesus, there's nothing here! Why should we stay here? We're not prisoners here, you know! You 


act like you're locked up in Auschwitz or something-" 


"Bill, what?" She wouldn't look at me and that was a bad sign. She wasn't ready to go. Fuck | didn't want to 
hitchhike again. | almost pulled one of those tassels right off the stupid bedspread. 


"| don't know if | can just, just up and go, | mean, | have to see about school and everything-" 


Fine. Whatever," | said, and | stood up and grabbed my bag and left. 


| was at the park, smoking a cigarette, half wishing | had some pot. | was no better than Gina. | wasn't leaving, 
either. | was a prisoner here, too. Why? Just because some bad shit happened when | left? | took a final puff 
and tossed the cigarette, watching it arc up and away. Bad shit happened here. So what was the difference? 
That guy didn't kill me or anything. 


| shifted my weight, sitting on one of the plastic swings. It wasn't very comfortable. Nothing was very 


comfortable. On top of all the shit | was all bruised everywhere. Everywhere. 


| sat on the ground by the fountain, at least the ground was a little softer than plastic. The light dimmed in 


the sky until everything became just outlines, just darker shadows among shadows. | closed my eyes, wanting 


to sleep. 


It wasn't great leaning up against the fountain and | kept jerking awake. Fuck sleep. | had to decide what | was 
going to do. | wasn't going to stay here, and Gina didn't seem like she was willing to drive with me to LA. So I'd 
just hitchhike again. No big deal. 


I'd been looking off toward the horizon and when | turned my head there was someone just a few feet away 
from me. All | could see was the black outline of a person, a guy. | jumped back and stood up, ready to fight or 


run. 


‘Bill, hey, is that you?" Izzy. | felt my heart racing a thousand beats a minute. | could hardly breathe. Jesus, 


was | fucked up. 


"What the fuck are you sneaking up on a person for? God, are you trying to give me a heart attack?" | yelled 
at him, but | was actually relieved it was him. 


"I was looking for you," he said calmly, sitting on a swing and taking out a joint. 


"Here," he said, handing it to me, speaking through his held breath. | took a hit and handed it back to him. | just 
wanted to forget all this shit for a little while. | tried not to think of anything. 


| ended up at Izzy's house again, nowhere else to go, | didn't feel up for hitchhiking tonight. We smoked 
cigarettes and the last half of a joint he had, neither of us talking that much. He didn't talk all that much 
anyway. | just didn't have anything to say. 


| laid on the edge of his bed, feeling more and more tired, but | didn't really want to sleep. I'd close my eyes 
and see that hotel hallway, and I'd open them again to see Izzy's room and the old worn out furniture and the 


window with the cracked paint on the sill and the worn out rug. 


Struggling to get away, | couldn't move. All | could feel was the cold air of the room on my skin and the weight 


on top of me, | felt my legs forced open, | felt stabbing burning searing pain..no, no, no. 

"Hey, hey, wake up. Wake up!" 

My eyes were open and | was looking right at Izzy but it was like | wasn't seeing him. | couldn't breathe right, | 
couldn't understand that | was here and not there. My eyes filled with tears and | still felt the pain, everything 
hurt. | looked away, afraid that | was fucked up and would just stay this way. 


‘Its okay, Bill, hey. It was just a dream, alright?" Izzy said, and | nodded but wouldn't look at him. | covered my 
face with my hands. 


Hospital 


Izzy's room became a refuge, and | hugged myself and rocked on his bed, and he just watched me from the 
floor. | was even scared to be around him, around anyone, even though | wanted him to be here. It was weird. | 
was fucked. All | could think about was that shit, that incident in the hotel room with that guy, trapping me, 
hurting me. 


| squeezed my eyes shut and relived it all again, the way he yanked my jeans off, the way he held me down so 
| couldn't get up, so | could hardly move, all his weight on top of me, the way | felt so violated and invaded and 
hurt, the pain sharp and causing me to see this white light, flashes of pain, and | could feel the blood as it ran 


down my legs. 


"Bill," Izzy said, touching my arm and | jerked away from him even though his touch was soft and he was 


trying to help. | didn't think he could help me, | was too fucked up now, as though | wasn't fucked up before. 


"Hey, it's okay, you're okay now," he said, climbing up on the bed with me, and | moved over to give him room. | 


wanted him up here with me but every muscle was tensed and my breathing was fast and shallow. 


"God, that guy did a number on you, didn't he?" Izzy said, his eyes and his voice sad. His sadness made me sad 
for myself, and | felt the tears coming, and | was unable to stop them. 


"Yeah," | said through the tears, my voice husky and cracking, and | closed my eyes again but couldn't stop 
crying, and | could feel the wetness on my cheeks and in the corners of my mouth. | could taste salt. Izzy put 


his arms around me and | wanted to scream, | couldn't stand anyone touching me. Not anymore. 


He smoothed my hair down under his hand, his touch so gentle and caring, but all the touches were becoming 


the same, they all hurt. | stiffened and tried not to shake, but | couldn't help it. 


"Maybe you should go to the hospital," he said, and | opened my eyes and looked at him, his face impassive in 
the dim light. 


"Why? No," | said, thinking of that and shuddering. Cold instruments invading me, latex gloved hands searching 


out injuries..no. 

"Maybe you're not okay, you know, physically..and there's diseases you can get, that you might have got." 
| moaned, turning my head away from him. | hadn't even thought of that. Damn it. With my luck | probably 
caught something, gonorrhea or chlamydia or something, | tried to think of the others from health class. 


Herpes. Fuck. 


| think you should go, I'll bring you, I'll go with you, okay? Please?" he said, and he cupped my face in his hands 
and kissed me so softly, and he looked near tears himself. 


| want you to be okay," he said, and | swallowed hard and agreed. What did it matter? | didn't want one of 
those diseases on top of everything else, and they couldn't hurt me at that hospital anymore than | had 
already been hurt. 


| sat on top of a paper sheet in nothing but a paper gown, and there were curtains drawn all around this bed. | 
cursed Izzy in my head, wishing I'd never agreed to this. He'd explained it all to the people at the desk out 


front, what happened and what | needed while | looked down at my sneakers next to him. 


Now | sat here feeling vulnerable and exposed and praying that the doctor ended up being a woman. Maybe | 
could withstand this if it was a woman, Someone in a white coat already came and took vials of blood out of 


my arm to test for the awful diseases that sometimes had no symptoms but would rot your brain in a few 


decades if you didn't get them treated. 


A doctor in a white coat with a stethoscope around his neck whipped the curtain open and then whipped it 
closed. How did | know it would be a guy? Of course | knew. He glanced down at his chart and then up at me. 


William Bailey?" he said, and | nodded, biting the inside of my cheek 
'It says here you were sexually assaulted. How?" he said, and | stared at him blankly. How? 


"Was there anal penetration?" he said, and it sounded so awful put into clinical terms. | nodded numbly and 


looked away, | stared at the old worn curtain that blocked this bed from the rest of the emergency room. 


‘Okay, you're pretty bruised up. | want to get an x-ray and see if you have any broken ribs, that's one of the 
most likely injuries. A head CT wouldn't hurt, just in case. Did he hit you or slam your head into the floor or 
anything?" 


| shook my head no but he might have hit me, | didn't remember that. Maybe my head had slammed against 
that floor, that rough rug that | could still feel against my cheek, | didn't know. 


"Okay, I'll order those tests. Right now | have to do a rectal exam, so lay on your left side, knees up to your 
chest," he said. | did what he said to do, hearing the snap of the gloves as he put them on, hearing the sounds 
of the emergency room beyond this curtain, the beeps and alarms of various machines, and then | felt his 
finger inside of me, covered with something that felt cool and soft and almost wet, like Vaseline or something, 
and he poked and prodded and | closed my eyes, feeling the tears slip down my cheeks again. 


Seven 


It felt so good to be in my clothes again, protected by the thick denim of my jeans and the cotton T-shirt. | 
wandered out to the waiting room where Izzy was flipping through a magazine, and he looked up when | came 
out. 


"Hey, are you okay?" he said, tossing the magazine onto the end table and coming over to me, concern in his 


hazel eyes. 
"Well, nothing's broken, but the blood tests..| have to wait for them to come back." 
Izzy didn't say anything, just pressed his lips together and looked at me. 


"Let's go," | said, heading straight for the door, and Izzy was a few steps behind. 


Cheap beer, cheaper pot, leaning up against the fountain at the park again like nothing had changed, like | was 
still in school, like I'd never left. | titted the beer can back and drank the rest of it, slightly bitter but mostly 
flavorless. Izzy drank his, too, and crushed the end of the roach and lit a cigarette, his eyes distant as he 
stared across the street. 


| was in the mood to forget everything, all the shit that happened in my life, what did it matter? | was so sick 
of it, and | told myself I'd leave this place armed with a knife or a gun so no one could hurt me again, but | 
wouldn't stay here. 


"Are there any more?" | said, and Izzy raised an eyebrow at me but handed me another can of beer. | popped 
the top and guzzled it, trying to reach the point of drunkenness where things didn't matter, and things didn't 
have that edge of seriousness that they usually did. | downed that one and reached for another, and Izzy shook 
his head. 


| couldn't walk straight, | could barely stand. | couldn't speak, my words were slurred, but they weren't slurred 
in my head. | knew what | wanted to say, and | felt wrapped up in cotton or bubble wrap. Nothing could hurt 


me now. | just wished | didn't feel so nauseas. 
"Jesus, Billy, where are you going?" Izzy said, watching as | stumbled away from him. 


"Home," | said, and my feet tangled around each other and | fell boneless-ly to the pavement. Izzy hauled me to 


my feet and half dragged me out of the road. 


"No, you're not. Your fucking father will kill you if you go home like this-" | shrugged out of his grasp, not 
wanting to go home with him, not wanting to go anywhere. | thought puking might feel nice right about now. 


"Leave me alone,’ | said, the words slurred around the edges. My tongue felt too big for my mouth, and my 


feet and legs weren't quite following my commands and | stumbled again, and Izzy caught me. 


"No, quit it. You're coming home with me if | have to drag you there," he said, and he slung an arm around my 
waist and | closed my eyes and let him lead me. Waves of nausea washed over me, making me moan. | 
wondered what | was going to do first, puke or pass out? 


| woke up in Izzy's bed, my head on his pillow, and | felt like it might shatter if | moved it. | had a blinding 
headache. | was so thirsty. | hated drinking, it never worked the way | wanted it to. | could never get the right 


balance. 

"Holy shit, you're still alivel" Izzy said, his voice too loud. It hurt my ears. 

"Yeah," | said, my voice gruff and scratchy, like | had the flu. 

"Need an aspirin?" he said, his voice quieter, but | still squeezed my eyes shut against the noise. | nodded 
because it was easier than speaking, and | heard the sounds of his footsteps as he left the room and went 
across the hall to the bathroom, and | could hear him opening the medicine cabinet and rummaging around. | 
was in and out of sleep, the headache receding the closer to unconsciousness that | came, and then Izzy's voice 
woke me up again. 


"Here," he said, and | opened my eyes slowly and looked at him. He held a full glass of water and two aspirins. 


"You have to sit up to take them," he said. | did what he said and winced against the steel shot of pain that 
went through my head. | shuddered, feeling weak. Hangovers. Fuck. 


"Thanks," | said, taking the white pills from his hand and then sipping the water to swallow them down. 


The headache had finally gone away later in the day, and we were back at the fountain park, the light fading 
from the sky, edging clouds in gold. The thought of alcohol turned my stomach. | could almost feel the 
headache, it was like it was still there, just without pain. 


| want to leave," | said, my back against the fountain. Izzy sat next to me, his head leaning on my shoulder. He 


knew | meant Lafayette and all of Indiana, not the park. There was nowhere else to go at the moment. 


"| know," he said, his voice low, somehow catching in his throat. He leaned toward me, closing his eyes, his lips 


brushing against mine. | closed my eyes and leaned into him. 


